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BEND, 


[Ан кін TELL VE ALL ABOUT IT МОМ. АН KIN TELL YE 'CAUSE THINGS COME OUT 50 6000 FER PA. IT WAS a 
[ON ACCOUNT OF WHAT PA WANTED, AND AH RECKON AH KNEW HOW BAD HE WANTED IT THAT DAY MR. EVANS COME 
TO THE FARM РА RUN FER НІМ. MR. EVANS COME IN HIS MEW SHINY, RED CADILLAC. АН COULD SEE BY THE | 
PA WAS A-LOOKIN' AT IT, HIS EYES A-GLITTERIN', THAT THERE WAS NOTHIN" РА WANTED MORE IN THIS 
WHOLE WIDE WORLD THAN Т" BE ТАКІМ А R/DE IN А NEW SHINY CADILLAC. . 
YOU'VE BEEN DOIN’ A F/WE JOB HEAH, WILKES.. BETTER 
ANY 0' ман OTHER TENANTS. YOU COME IN FO! A 6000 
SHARE О THE CROP THIS MONTH. THIRTY DOLLARI, 
WILKES, 
































WHEN MR. EVANS DROVE OFF, PA JUST STOOD THERE 
WATCHIN' THAT HUNK OF MACHINERY LIKE A STARVIN' 


[ SHHH/ YE KNOW YoUAH € YoU HIDE А DOLLAR, 








MAN STARIN' AT A РОТ 0' STEAMIN' HOG JOWLS... 

LOOK AT 'ER 80, RUTHIE! SEE ү NOW DON'T YE 
HOW SHE TAKES THEM AUTS FRET, PA. YE DID 
WITH SCARCE A BOUNCE. GIT THIRTY DOL- 
SOMETIMES AH DON'T THINK LARS. IF'N YOU 
AH'LL EVER GIT T' RIDE IN SAVE A DOLLAR 

EV'VY MONTH, 





m WANT IT ALL! 








PA! YOU HIDE IT SO'S MA 
CAIN'T LAY HER HANDS 
ON IT. YOU SAVE ғо" 

THAT RIDE. 


MAW, RUTHIE. IF'N SHE 
KNOWS HOW MUCH MISTUH 
EVANS PAID ME, SHE'LL 























So PA HID A DOLLAR IN А SACK 
0! CHICKEN MASH 
== 


THAT'S HOW IT WAS WITH MA AN' PAW. 
HE'D SAVE А BIT 0' MONEY AND SHE'D 
FIND IT... LIKE WHEN PA GIVE UP 

CHAWIN' TOBACCEE T'SAVE THIRTY 


YE GIT THE 
MONEY, 
MAY? 


ONLY A DOLLAR 
АМ! FIFTEEN 


BUT ма PICKED JUST THAT MORNIN 
Т" FEED THE LAYIN' HENS WHICH IS 
MAH JOB... 


е AMT Y ve FOUN’ ман 








LYE WID IT! å 


ЗАЛИМ DIDN'T 
YE? EFFIE MAY. 
YOU KNOWED 
WHAT AH WAS 


SAID YE 
LIKE TT, 








IP,RUTHIEL) WANTED MUCH ‘CEPT 
4 THAT ONE THING! 
AH GAVE UP MAH 
š TOBACCEE T'SAVE 
THET MONEY! I'M 
WARNIN' YE, EFFIE 
мау! KEEP YOUAH 
HANDS OF F'N 
WHAT I SAVE! 


Іт DIDN'T DO NO GOOD FOR РА T'WARN MA. РАО 
HIDE A QUARTER IN SOME OUTLANDISH PLACE АМ 
MA'D SNIFF IT OUT LIKE AN OL' HOUND DOG 
TRACKIN' A POSSUM. . . 


YE STOLE MAH MONEY 
FROM THE G///WK IN 
THE SMOKE HOUSE, 
DIDN'T YE, EFFIE МАҮ/?, 


AH NEEDED T' BUY 
A SAGK FROM MRS. 
PRUITT FER A DRESS} 
FER MEf Y'AIN'T 
GOIN’ T'GRUDGE МЕ 


pb DRESS? 


YE GOT NO RIGHT T'L/E 
ABOUT WHAT MISTUH 
EVANS PAM YE, CLYDE 
WILKES. AH FOUND 
THIS DOLLAR WHAR 


A MAN'S cor] 
A RIGHT T' 
SAVE SOME- 
THIN' FOR 
HISSELF 
OUT'N HIS 
EARNIN'S, 
EFFIE MAY! 





АН SHO’ МИРЕ KNOW! 
YE GOT A CRAZY NOTION 
T RIDE IN А CADILLAC 
WELL, ME АМ RUTHIE 
AIN'T GONNA DO WITH- 
OUT JUS' 505 YE KIN 
THROW AWAY F/F TEEN 
DOLLARS т RENT @ 





WE GOT PLENTY 0" 
FEED SACKS! WHY 
DIDN'T YE USE ONE 
OTHEM? ILL 
TELL YE. YE JEST 


WANT T' TAKE МАН 
SAVIN'S АМ SPEND 


"Ем. YOUAH A MEAN 
WOMAN, EF... АМ! YE'RE 
MAKIN' ME MEAN Í 











Bur РА'О GET OVER HIS MAD RIGHT QUICK AND I'D BE 
RIDIN' THE MULE WAGON TTHE T'BACCO AUCTION WITH HIM AND 
HE'D BE TALKIN’ ‘BOUT HOW SORRY HE WAS FER MA., . 
POOR EF! SHE GITS A-HANKERIN' / WHY'S IT SO 
FER TH/NGS LIKE THE WIMMEN SPEGIAL 


FUNNY RUTHIE, BUT THA'S SOMETHIN' 
AH DON'T UNNERSTAN MAMSELF. AH 
DON'T KNOW WHEN AH STARTED 
WANTIN' IT. ALL AH 20 KNOWS. 
АН WANT THET RIDE SO BAD AH КІ 





IN TOWN GOT, AND SHE CAIN'T 
HELP SWIPIN' MAH MONEY, 


IN А CAD'LAC, PA? 
THET 8 WHAT AH 


IMPORTANT 


FER YE 7 RIDE 5i 
ў 


(can't FIGURES, 





BLACK CAD'LAC. 


THEN WE'D GET T'THE AUCTION AND PA'D BE PAYIN' HARDLY NO 
HEED Т“ THE GOIN'S ON. HE'D BE A-LOOKIN' АТ ЈЕВ WYLER'S BIG 








Poor Pa. AH GUESS АНА. NEVER WANT ANY- 
THIN’ AS MUCH AS НЕ ШО... 


TASTE IT! 











++ -THE WAY SHE SETS THERE, 
A-STANDIN' STILL вот LOOKIN” 


LIKE SHE'S MOV/N! ALL THE SAMEL, 


Ir tT HADN'T A-BEEN THET AH LOVED 
PASO, AH NEVER WOULD'VE DARED 
RUN OVER TO JEB WYLER LIKE AH 
DID. HE JUST GOGGLED AT ME LIKE 

АН WAS А CRAZY OL! JAYBIRD... 

7 Pa won't HURT YOUAH cAD'LAC \ 
NONE, MR. WYLER. AN' HE CAN 
DRIVE 6000,7007 HE DRUV 
THE FLIVVER FER A LONG TIME 

TILL SHE GIVE OUT! 





Y JEB WYLER'S A/GH, 
РА... AND YE AIN'T.. 


JES' ONE RIDE, RUTHIE! THA'S 
ALL AH WANT. THEN AH COULD 
GO BACH AN' WORK AN' WORK 
АН! NEVER MIND А BIT. AH DON’ 
RECKON AH'M ASKIN' FER 700 


MUCH, AM AH, RUTHIE? 








JEB WYLER... HIM IN THEM FANCY 
CLOTHES.. „НЕ NEVER SAID NOTHIN! 
HE JEST LAUGHED. . - 





YOUAH A ST/NGY 
MAN,MR. WYLER. 
LAUGHS GO ON.. 
LAUGHS AH HOPE 
YO' FACE FALLS 





РА DRAGGED ME AWAY АМ" AFTER 
THE AUCTION, МЕ DRUV HOME... 


AH'M GLAD I 
TRIED T'GIT YE 
THET RIDE, PA... 


FOOL, RUTHIE! 
AN TLL KEEP 


AN! IT'S ALL 
YOUAH MAS 
FAULT! DRAT 


PA'S FACE GOT REAL Ан THOUGHT PA WAS MAD NUFF T'SWAT MA WHEN (Ан AH AIN'T GOIN’ T' 
DARK AND GRIM ASHE МЕ GOT BACK T' THE FARM. MEBBE THEN МА GIVE YE THET CHANCE, \ WAH MONEY 
SWORE... WOULD QUIT TAKIN' HIS MONEY. BUT HE JUST CLYDE! AH AIN'T NEVER | THE WAY 
SHE BETTER KEEP SIMMERED AND LOOKED SAD... бон T' LET YE THROW / АУ SEES 
HER HAADS OFF МАН AT LEAST АН 607 5ОМЕТНІМ T' 
SAVIN'S! THAT'S ALL) | SHOW FER THE MONEY. IF'N YE 
AH GOT T' SAY! SHE HAD YOUAH WAY, YE'D SPEND 
JUS' SETTERS FIFTEEN DOLLARS RENTIN 
А GADLAG, AN' ITD BE OVER AN' 
DONE IN ONE DAYS pe 


































WHEN PAD GIT T FEELIN! LOW, AH'D ASK HIM T'TAKE МЕ HUNTIN, BUT WHEN HE WASN'T SHOOTIN’ HE'D GIT T' 
WE ONLY HAD ONE SHOTGUN ‘TWEEN US, BUT РАЮ DO MOST OF THE THINKIN'... THINKIN' ‘SOUT MA AND HIS MONEY 
SHOOTIN. HE'D BRING DOWN А ‘COON OR 'POSSUM AND HE'D SMILE АМО THE CAD'LAC RIDE HE COULDN'T GIT... 
AN FERGIT THINGS... AND HE'D LOOK SO UNHAPPY IT LIKE T BROKE 
ҮЕ GOT 'M,PA! AH 20 BELIEVE 22/7 | MY HEART.. 
THERE AIN'T WO BETTER SHOT, ey DON'T WORRY, PA! WO, RUTHIE! I (ТЕ 
IN THE WHOLE COUNTYS. Q F SOME DAY YE'LL BE |7 МЕЙЕР BE RICH. AN 
= й RICHI THEN MEBBE Å AH JES' WANT ONE 
YOU'LL GIT EVERY- JATHING... THET RIDE f 
THIN’ YOU WANT! APA 8 








THEN, SUDDENLIKE, HIS JAW'D CLAMP TIGHT AS Ан THINK THE TIME AH FELT BADDEST WAS WHEN PA AN' ME WAS 
А WEASEL TRAP AND HE'D JES BLAST AWAY AT ІМ TOWN ONE DAY АМ WE WAS PASSIN' THE AUTO RENTIN' PLACE. 
NOTHIN' WITH THE SHOTGUN... LIKE MEBBE Рё. JUST STOOD THERE LOOKIN’ AT THE CADILLAC IN THE WINDAK, 
ЖА WAS SOMEWHERES OUT THERE IN FRONT АМ" FER THE FIRST TIME EVER, АН SEEN MY PA CRYIN. 


Өнім... Й” ан DON'T RECKON ILL 6/7 
Т" RIDE IN ONE О' THEM... CHOKE... 


















Ан GOT ALL KNOTTED AND SHAKIN' INSIDE WELL, ONE DAY THE LID BLOWED OFF. MA'D STOLE THE LAST 
АМ! I TOOK PA'S HAND AND LED IM AWAY MONEY SHE'D EVER STEAL FROM PA ‘CAUSE SHE LAID THERE BY 
FROM THE WINDAH AND MADE OUT LIKE AH THE COOKSTOVE WITH A HOLE IN HER AS BIG AS YOUAH FIST AND 
DIDN'T SEE ‘IM CRYIN’... VED DOLLAR STILL IN HER HA! 


































YOUAH GOIN’ | YOUAH MA STOP STEALIN' 

T'BUY THEM | MAH SAVIN'S... BUT AH 

SEEDS FER WILLS SO HELP МЕ, 
AH'LL, STOP ‘ER! 











АН RODE INTA TOWN Т" SHERIFF SHERIFF HOYT ASKED ME 10150: МЕ AN' SHERIFF HOYT FOUND PA А- 

BEN HOYT'S OFFICE... QUESTIONS AS WE RODE BACK НОМЕ. БІТТІМ" AND A-STARIN' AT MA AND 

F q HE WAS JES' AS WHITE AS SHE WAS 
SUH, AH / Н 

ude Мб ЖАСАҚ RUTHIE, ONLY SHE WAS EMPTY О' BLOOD. 


SHERIFF, AH COULD LET'S GO 
SEE МА WAS DEAD 
AS SHE'S EVER MA, 2/0 YE, | SW/PE IT AND HE'D 
A-GOIN'T BE! RUTHIE? / GET POWERFUL MA 
THIS MORW/N' НЕ 
SWORE HE'D 
KILL HER 














Ше 


THE NEXT TIME АН SAW PA WAS WHEN THEY BRUNG 
HIM UP ҒО! TRIAL. АН WAS SITTIN' IN A МСЕ CHAIR Pan SEEN PA BUST INTA THE HOUSE. HE X 
NEXT Т! JUDGE SAYERS AN! SOMEONE WAS ASKIN'ME Iwas S7£4M/N' MAD. HE CUSSED МА... 
Hun POINTED THE SHOTGUN AT HER...AN' 
PULLED THE TRIGGER. PA KILLED У | 






РА JUMPED UP, SCREAMIN' AT М! 
TEARS A-RUNNIN' DOWN HIS FACI 
RUTHIE, WHY'D YOU JELL TAH HAD 
"ЕМ THET? DON'T YOU 
KNOW WHAT YOUAH 

DOIN’? 


I FELT SICK THE WAY PA CARRIED 
ON, BUT IT WAS OVER SOON... WHEN 
THEM TWELVE GENTS WENT OUT AND 
COME BACK AND ONE OF “ЕМ SAID, 


WE, THE JURY, FIND THE 


DEFENDANT GUILTY 45 


THE NEXT MORNIN, SHERIFF HOYT COME BY T 
PICK МЕ UP АМ ТАКЕ ME UP TO THE CEMETERY, 


HEY WAS GOIN' T'BURY 


PA? WHEN 


THEY 


YOU BETTER TAKE МЕ INTA TOWN, SHERIF! 
AH GOT SOMETHIN' T' SAJ 





THERE WAS GREYNESS THAT BLANKETED EVERY THING THAT 
DRIZZLY MORNING. . . A GREY CAST ТО MATT'S TASTELESS 
COFFEE... А GREY GRIMNESS COATING THE KITCHEN WALLS... 
А GREYNESS THAT SEEMED TO CLOSE IN ON HIM SO THAT НЕ 
EVEN FELT GREY INSIDE HIMSELF, MATT HALL HAD THE 
TRAPPED HOPELESS AIR OF A CRIMINAL ON THE WITNESS 
STAND WHOSE ALIBI HAD JUST BEEN BROKEN. YET, MATT WAS 
NO CRIMINAL... EXCEPT, PERHAPS, IN THE JAUNDICED EYES 
OF HIS WIFE, HIS COLD RELENTLESS PROSECUTOR... 
ОЖАУ” зо YOU DESERVE MORE ) WHAT DO YOU MEAN, 
OUT OF LIFE THAN THIS MISERABLE | A MONTHS? FOR 
SHACK AND THIS GRUMMY NEIGHBOR-Y THREE YEARS NOW... 
HOOD. WE'VE ONLY BEEN HERE А THREE YEARS, 





MONTH. BUSINESS WILL PICK UP \MATT...WE'VE BEEN 
GOING FROM BAD TO 
WORSE. OUR NEXT 
MOVE WILL BE OUT 
ON THE STREET! 


IRENE! YOULL SEE! WE'LL BE ON 
TOP OF THE HEAP AGAIN, LIKE WE 


IRENE HALL SLIPPED INTO HER SEAT AT THE 
KITCHEN TABLE AND THE COLD METALLIC CLINK 
OF HER SPOON IN THE SUGAR BOWL MATCHED 

THE ICY STEEL OF HER EYES... 


WE COULD MOVE TO А BETTER PLAGE,| OH, 
IRENE f I'VE OFFERED TO CASH IN MY _) NO... 
LIFE- INSURANCE POLICY. WE GOT 
ABOUT THIRTY-SIX HUNDRED 

SOCKED INTO 7/47... 





THAT POL/CY 15 ALL THE 
SECURITY I'VE GOT IF ANY- 
THING HAPPENS TO YOU. AND 
I'VE GIVEN IT A LOT OF 
THOUGHT, MATT. SOMETHING 
/$ GOING TO HAPPEN TO YOU! 


DON'T...DON'T 
TALK LIKE THAT, 
IRENE 1...1 DONT, 





Å CONTEMPTUOUS SNEER HARDENED VAM I? WE'LL S££ 7 
IRENE'S NORMALLY ATTRACTIVE FACE. | I'VE BEEN TH/WK/NG А 
LOT ABOUT IT THE LAST 
FEW WEEKS... AND I'VE 
BEEN DO/NG SOMETHING, 
7007 WE GOT IT JUST 


ABOUT ALL ARRANGED..£ 


YOU'RE S7UP/D, MATT! HAVE | YOU'RE 
YOU EVER THOUGHT OF COL- 
LECTING ALL THE /WSUR- 


WHILE YOU'RE AL/VE/ 
THE WHOLE VENTE 


‘THE GREYNESS OF THE DAY TURNED EVEN GREYER 
WHEN MR, GROVER ARRIVED. HE QUICKLY EXPLAINED 
HIS PLAN TO MATT... 


SO FAR, IT SOUNDS 





I'VE L/VED IN THIS TOWN 

PRETTY 6000, МВ. | ALL MY LIFE, HALL. I AWOW 
GROVER BUT WHAT A CHIEF MCLAIN. HE'LL TAKE 
ABOUT THE POLICE?, A QUICK LOOK AT WHAT 
APPEARS TO BEA STAB 

IN THE HEART.. HE'LL SEE 

THE BLOOD-STAINED 
KNIFE... AND. 


OKAY, GROVER f 
YOU GOT YOURSELF 


6000” NOW THE FYRST THING 

YOU HAVE TO DO IS GHANGE 
YOUR APPEARANCE YOU'RE 
NOT WELL-KNOWN HERE SO 
IF YOU GREW A MOUSTACHE 
AND BEGAN WEARING HORWED- 
RIMMED GLASSES, AND PEOPLE 


MR. GROVER AND ME! HE'S THE 
UNDERTAKER 7 YOU'VE PASSED 
HIS PLACE... GROVER'S FUNERAL 
|HOME...TWO BLOCKS DOWN... ON 
THE CORNER. I'VE BEEN DISCUS- 
SING IT WITH Æ/M. HE'S COMING 
OVER TH/9 MORNING TO TALK 
TO US ABOUT IT... 


++ AND MR. GROVER WILL 
MAKE SURE HE'S THERE 
TO SAY YOU'RE DEAD! 
DON'T YOU SEE, MATT? 
CHIEF МЕГ ДЇМ WILL TAKE 
MR. GROVER'S WORD 

FOR IT, AND... 


WHAT DO 
YOU GET 


THAT ISN'T 
700 MUCH 
CONSIDERING 
MY RISK... 


«WHEN THIS WHOLE THING IS 


OVER, YOU COULD DROP THE 

OOK LIKE THE REAL 
YOU AGAIN... AND NO ONE 
WOULD BE THE W/SERS 





MEANWHILE НЕО BEEN GETTING 
CONSTANT INSTRUCTION FROM MR. 
GROVER... 


ONE DEEP BREATH 
WHILE ANYONE IS LOOK- 
/NG,AND THE WHOLE > 
DEAL /S WRECKED! 
кг” REPAIRING WO 
LIKE THIS! OUSHT 
TO BE ABLE TO 
REVERSE THE 
8. 





THEN THE MORTICIAN APPLIED A "DEATH PALLOR 
TO MATT'S BODY AND FACE... ‘i 

I'LL DO MY BEST TO FIX ITSO 2 IT'S YOUR 
YOU WON'T HAVE TO LIE THERE ) SHOW, LARRY. 





TOO LONG! еке 4 Ё WHERE DO YOU THINK I 
қ GOT IT? I'M AN UNDER- 
TAKER! 


THEN THE MORTICIAN KNELT BESIDE MATT AND SPOKE 
HIS USUAL CONFIDENT MANNER... 
GIVE ME A MINUTE OR SO TO GET AWAY, 
THEN TAKE THE AW/FE, SMEAR IT IN THE 
BLOOD, AND TOSS IT IN THE ROAD. NEXT, 
PITCH YOUR EMPTY WALLET IN THE 
BUSHES! IRENE WILL TAKE OVER FROM 





HEYS LOOK AT 
TMS! А KNIFE 

IN THE ROAD. IT'S 
вот 24000 ON IT! 





} ү 


YOU SURE 
HE'S DEAD, “у ASK AN UNDERTAKER S LOOK, MCLAIN... 
GROVER? 4, WE CAN'T JUST LEAVE НІМ LIKE THIS! 


GET SOMETHING TO COVER HIM UP. 


НЕ OFFICER PICKED UP THE EVI- 
[DENCE WITH A HANDKERCHIEF AND 
PROUDLY PRESENTED ІТ TO CHIEF 


IT WAS А 
MUGGING, 


AN ENEMY IN THE | MCLAIN. YOU'VE 


WORLD. OH,MATT... 


SoB...WATT... 
WEAPON,GROVER. er 
NOW TO QUESTION 


HIS W/FE! 


SOMETHING OUGHT 
TO BE DOME ABOUT 
1: THEM, 7007 


YES... HE'D GONE TO THE ( WELL, THATGL/MGHES 
BANK THIS AFTERNOON ) IT, GROVER. IT'S A MUG- 
HE HAD THE RENT MONEY. | GING, ALL RIGHT! AND 
SO8,..WITH HIM... ILL GET THE MURDER- 
ING THIEF IF IT'S THE 
LAST THING I DO: 
ae 





THE NEXT MORNING, MRS. VINCENT, THE HALLS' 
PLUMP AND KINDLY NEIGHBOR, ACCOMPANIED IRENE 
HALL TO THE GROVER FUNERAL PARLOR. IT WAS 
ALL PART OF THE PLAN. SHE STOOD BESIDE THE 
SOBBING WIDOW AS THEY VIEWED MATT'S STIFF 
WHITE BODY, .. 
POOR GIRL! 
SUCH A 
TRAGEDY. 


TIME 15 А GREAT HEALER, 
MRS, VINCENT! WE CAN ONLY 
WAIT AND GOMFORT HER IN 
HER HOUR OF MOURNING... 


IM... I'M ALL RIGHT NOW,MRS. 

VINCENT! YOU DON'T HAVE TO 

SEE THIS! YOU'VE BEEN 
MORE THAN KIND... 


You POOR DEAR! 

YOU 20 NEED SOME- 
ONE TO LEAN ON! 
MOL TLL STAYS I 
WANT TO.. 


ÅND SO, IRENE CRIED AND MR. GROVER UTTERED FOND 
WORDS, AND MRS. VINCENT LOOKED ON WITH MORBID 
FASCINATION AS THE EMPTY COFFIN WAS ROLLED 


THROUGH THE YAWNING FURNACE DOOR IN THE HUGE 
BRICK WALL... 


ET... AND NOW, WE COMMIT 
THE BODY OF MATT HALL 
TO THE CONSUMING FIRES. 


IRENE LOOKED UP WITH TEAR FILLED EYE: 


MATT ALWAYS 54/0 НЕ...НЕ I HAVE А CREMATORY 
WANTED TO...SOB...TO BE IN THE REAR, MRS, HALL, 
CREMATED. CAN YOU... Ы WOULD YOU FOLLOW ME.. 


Миз. VINCENT HAD REACTED JUST AS THEY'D PLANNED... 
BUT IRENE'S HESITATION HAD GIVEN MATT ENOUGH TIME 
TO LEAP FROM THE COFFIN AS IT WAS ROLLED DOWN 
THE LONG HALL TO THE GREMETORY. 


OH, MRS. VINCENT! | THINK NOTHING 

YOU'RE SO KIND! / OFITI WHAT'S A 
NEIGHBOR FOR! 
COMES MR. GROVER 
WENT THIS WAX... 


QUICK! IN 


AFTERWARDS, THE THREE CONSPIRATORS HAD A 
HEARTY LAUGH. 
YOU SHOULD HAVE 
SEEN MRS. VINCENTS 
FACES І WATCHED 
FROM BEHIND THAT 

CURTAIN. 


А GREAT BIT OF 
ACTING ALL 





THEN MATT TURNED TO HIS WIFE 
AND THEIR ACCOMPLICI 
NOW YOU GET OUT OF 
THIS GOUNTRY AND LAY 
LOW IN MEXICO OR SOUTH 
AMERICA. IRENE WILL JO/N 
YOU ІМ А YEAR OR SO WHEN 
ALL THIS HAS BLOWN 
OVER AND THE /WSURAI 


А YEARS? I 
DON'T WANT 
TO BE AWAY 
FROM YOU 
FOR THAT 
LONG, HONEY! 


MATT, YOU'RE 407 
GOING TO RISK SPO/L- 
ING EVERYTHING! DO 
AS MR. GROVER SAY: 
THINK OF THE MONEY 
WE'LL HAVE WHEN I 
JOIN You! 


COMPANY HAS PAID OFF... 


WELL, WHY NOT 24 
I CAN USE A LONG 
VACATION f S'LONG, 


HOLD IT, MATT! YoU'D 
BETTER SHAVE OFF THAT 
MOUSTAGHE OR WE'LL ALL 
HAVE A LONG VACATION... 

IN A PENITENTIARY? 


PILLOW, MR. 
THOMPSON? 
<i 





I THOUGHT 
OF THAT! ILL 
ADVANCE YOU 


WITHOUT 
DOUGHf 


FOR A YEAR ON 
THAT IN SOUTH 
AMERICA! НЕКЕ... 


YES, SIR! CABIN 
43! THAT'S 
FORWARD ON DECK 


THE HOUSE HAD CHANGED. IT WAS ALL FIXED UP. THE 
LAWN WAS LUSH AND GREEN WITH EXPENSIVE SHRUBS. 


IMATT RANG THE BELL 


IRENE BLANCHED WHEN SHE SAW 
MATT. WHEN HE STEPPED FORWARD 
ТО PUT HIS ARMS AROUND HER,SHE 
FOUGHT HIM OFF. . . 


IRENE! MY мү... WHAT PL 
LISTEN, MISTER, 
YOUD BETTER 
GET OUT OF 
HERE! YOU'VE 
вот МЕ CON- 
FUSED WITH 
SOMEONE ELSES 


CUT OUT THE 
COMEDY, IRENE! 
WHAT'S GOIN" 


MATT. .YOUR ` 
HUSBANDS 


DON'T KID ME, GROVER. YOU 
WOULDN'T DARES IF I SPILL 
THE BEANS, YOU'LL GO UP THE 
RIVER W/TH МЕ. YOU CAN HAVE 
IRENE! JUST HAND OVER F/FTEE/ 


GET OUT OF 
МҮ HOUSE 

BEFORE I CALL 

THE POLICE, 
MISTER! 


I ALWAYS LIKE TO LAY MY 
HANDS ON YOU CON MEN. BUT 
THIS TIME, YOU TRIED TO SHAKE 
DOWN THE WRONG CUSTOMER, 


KILLED... MISTER. I SAW MATT HALL'S BODY 
- MYSELF ТАКЕ HIM DOWNTOWN, 


2.50 THE 

WHOLE DEAL 
WAS A PHONY. 
I WAS NEVER 


IRENE 7 WHO 
18 THAT MAN? 
WHAT DO YOU 
WANT WITH MY 

WIFE, SIR? 


YOUR.. YOUR М/ҒЕ/? WHY YOU 
DIRTY DOUBLE-CROSSINS... 
So THAT'S HOW IT WAS! YOU TWO 
PLANNED IT THIS WAY, SHIPPING 
ME OFF WHILE YOU LIVED IT UP ON 
MY INSURANCE DOUGH! WELL, I 
вот F/FTEEN GRAND COMIN' TO 
ME AND I WANT [77 


GIVE ME THE YOU CAN'T BLUFF МЕ, GROVER! 
POLICES И STAYING! IT'S YOUR FUNERAL 
> 5 700, YOU KNOW! + = 


Ts 

CHECK MY FINGER- 
PRINTS Å YOU'LL 
SEE IF I'M NOT 
MATT HALL 





FINGERPRINTS! THAT'S IT, 
CHIEF! 1 THOUGHT THEY 
LOOKED FAMILIAR... 





MATT HALL FELT AS THOUGH HE 
WERE LIVING THROUGH A NIGHTMARE 


FROM THAT MOMENT ON. HE WAS PUT | | 4477 442297 HIM? HOW 
ОМ TRIAL... “of at 


COULD НЕ BE?! MATT HALL IS 
~AND I WILL NOT ONLY 


SHOW THAT THIS MAN... THIS 


WO DOUBT ABOUT RICHARD THOMPSON... MUR - 


ITS WE'VE 607 DERED MATT HALL, BUT THAT- 
MATT HALL'S HE RETURNED TO EXTORT 
KILLERS 2] MONEY FROM HIS VICTIM'S 


I SAW THE BODY IN THE 


YOU THE TRUTH COFFIN. I SAW THE SURE HE LOOKS LIKE MRS. 
MAKE HIM TELL YOU COFFIN 54/0 INTO THE 


MATT HALL WHEN YOU _J VINCENT! 
THE COFFIN WAS FURNACE, IF THAT 7 PUT THAT MOUSTACHE ) ARE YOU 
/ MAN IS MATT HALL, SURE? ARE 

I'M CRAZY! 


CHIEF McLAIN'S TESTIMONY CLINCHED THE 
ICASE, AND AFTER ONLY 32 MINUTES, THE 
JURY RETURNED A VERDICT ОҒ. 





АМО HUNG HIM FOR HIS OWN MURDER f 


A SPECIAL EDITORIAL 


THIS IS AN APPEAL FOR ACTION! 


ROBLEM: Comics are under йге... horror 
and crime comics in particular. Due to the efforts of 
various “do-gooders” and "do-gooder” groups, а 
large segment of the public is being led to believe 
that certain comic magazines cause juvenile delin- 
quency, warp the minds of America's youth, and 
affect the development of the personalities of those 
who read chem! Among these “do-gooders” are: a 
psychiatrist who has made a lucrative career of at- 
tacking comic magazines, certain publishing compa- 
nies who do not publish comics and who would 
benefit by their demise, many groups of adults who 
would like to blame their lack of ability as respon- 
sible parents on comic mags instead of on them- 
selves, and various assorted headline hunters. These 
people are militant. They complain to local police 
officials, го local magazine retailers, to local whole- 
salers, and to their congressmen, They complain and 
complain and threaten and threaten. Eventually, 
everyone gets frightened. The newsdealer gets 
frightened. He removes the books from display. The 
wholesaler gets frightened. He refuses shipments. 
The congressmen get frightened . . . November is 
coming! They start an investigation. This wave of 
hysteria has seriously threatened the very existence 
of the whole comic magazine industry. 


WE BELIEVE: Your editors sincerely believe 
that the claim of these crusaders . . . that comics are 
bad for children . . . is nonsense, If we, in the slight- 
est way, thought that horror comics, crime comics, 
or any other kind of comics were harmful to our 
readers, we would cease publishing them and direct 
our efforts toward something else! 


And we're nor alone in our belief. For example: 
Dr. David Abrahamsen, eminent criminologist, in 
his book, "Who Are The Guilty?” says, "Comic 
books do not lead со crime, although they have been 
widely blamed for it. . , In my experience as a psy- 
chiatrist, I cannot remember having seen one boy 
or girl who has committed a crime, or who became 
neurotic or psychotic . . . because he or she read 
comic books.” A group led by Dr. Freda Kehm, 
Mental Health Chairman of the Ш. Congress of the 
Р. Т. А, decided that living room violence has "а 
decided beneficial effect on young minds.” Dr. Rob- 
ert H. Felix, director of the National Institute of 
Mental Health, said that horror comic books do not 
originate criminal behavior in children ... in a way, 
the horror comics may do some good . . . children 
may use fantasy, as stimulated by the “comics” as a 
means of working out natural feelings of aggres- 
siveness. 


We also believe thar a large portion of our total 
readership of horror and crime comics is made up of 
adults. We believe that those who oppose comics are 
a small minority. Yet this minority is causing the 
hysteria, The voice of the majority . .. you who buy 
comics, read them, enjoy them, and are not harmed 
by them . . . has not been heard! 


WHAT YOU MUST DO: Unless you act now, 
the pressure from this minority may force comics 
from the American scene. It is members of this mi- 
nority who threaten the local retailers, who threaten 
the local wholesalers, who have sent letters to the 
Senate Subcommittee on Juvenile Delinquency 
(now investigating the comic industry). 


IT IS TIME THAT THE MAJORITY'S VOICE 
BE HEARD! 


It is time that the Senate Subcommittee hears 
from YOU ... each and every one of you! 


If you agree that comics are harmless entertain- 
ment, write a letter or a postcard 
TODAY... го: 


The Senate Subcommittee on Juvenile Delinquency 
United States Senate 
Washington 25, D. C. 


and in your own words, tell chem so. Make it a nice, 
polite letter! In the case of you younger readers, it 
would be more effective if you could get your par- 
ents to write for you, or perhaps add a P.Š. to your 
letter, as the Senate Subcommittee may not have 
much respect for the opinions of minors. 


Of course, if you or your parents disagree with us, 
and believe that comics ARE bad, let your senti- 
ments be known on that too! The important thing is 
that the Subcommittee hear from actual comic book 
readers and/or their parents, rather than from peo- 
ple who never read a comic magazine in their lives, 

ut simply want to destroy them. 


Ic is also important (һас your local newsdealer 
be encouraged to continue carrying, displaying, and 
selling all kinds of comics. Speak to him. Have him 
speak to his wholesaler. 


Wherever you can, let your voice and the voices 
of your parents be raised in protest over the cam- 
paign against comics. 


Bur first... right now . . . please write that letter 
to the Senate Subcommittee. 


Sincerely, 
Your grateful editors 
(for the whole E. С. Gang) 





SLOB! 


“It's too much work for опе man,” old Si- 
kora said, his lower lip trembling. “One man 
ain't got enough time to take care all these 
tenants’ complaints! 


“Shut up!” Mr. Herndon screeched, a dan- 
gerous throb on his throat. "Take me to the 
basement so I can see for myself how you're 
neglecting my building! +++ no doors 
open without squeaking . . . no water comes 
through pipes you've allowed to rust! You're 
nothing buta...aSLOB!” 


Old Sikora blanched, his skin drawn tight. 
“I don't have to take that from no one,” he 
muttered darkly. “Slob!” answered Mr. Hern- 
don, as the elevator descended amidst groans 
and shimmies. "Slob! SLOB! SLOB? S-L-O-B!” 

Old Sikora sucked air into his scrawny 
gullet and lunged forward. But his fingers 
were less than half-way to his employer's 
throat when Mr. Herndon struck. His big fists 
hammered relentlessly, against ancient skin 
and brittle bone. Sikora had sagged to the 
floor, his face a blob of butchered meat, his 
head hanging limply on a neck which wasn't 
quite straight. He was dead, 


Mr. Herndon ‘carefully opened the furnace, 
hefted the old man's body into the dark 
cavern, threw several booksfull of flaring 
matches inside, and slammed the door shut. 


That same night a delegation of tenants 
arrived at Mr. Herndon’s home . . . together 
with three menacing policemen. “You're un- 
der arrest for the murder of old Sikora,” the 
oldest officer intoned. 


“The body?” Mr. Herndon inquired scorn- 
fully. “You found a body? Unless you have 
one there isn’t a shred of evidence фас...” 


“We got a body, pal!” rasped the beef-faced 
cop. That furnace where you dumped 
the corpse . . . it's so dirty and clogged that you 
couldn't start a fire if your life depended on 
it! Such filth .. . 
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Also available this month are CRYPT and WEIRD SCIENCE. Watch for 
VAULT, WEIRD FANTASY and TWO-FISTED next month. Don't forget 
HAUNT, FRONTLINE COMBAT and CRIME next month. Get them at your 
local comic book shop or SUBSCRIBE (see our ad in this comic for 
details)! 


BACK ISSUES: CRYPT #1, sold out; FRONT #1-4, $2 each; all others up 
thru issue #3, $1. 1. CRYPT, W SCI & SHOCK #4-16, and VAULT, 
W FAN, 2FIST, HAUNT and CRIME #4-15, 52 each. All others, $2.50 
each. Don't forget the entire 11-issue run of WEIRD SCIENCI 

INCREDIBLE SCIENCE FICTION! Add $5 per order ($10 outside US) for 


We'll run SHOCK letters in PANIC. Write to: 
SHOCK 
GEMSTONE 
POB 469 
WEST PLAINS МО 65775 


THIS COMIC REPRINTS 
SHOCK SUSPENSTORIES #18 (DEC 54/3AN 55) 
COVER by George Evans 
“Cadillac Fever" 
“The Trap" 
“In the Bag” 
“Rundown” 


George Evans 
Jack Kamen 
Bernie Krigstein 
Reed Crandall 


We welcome letters of comment Wa cannot promise to schnowledge, publish or anaw 
We eat for сату. accuracy and length, We automaticaly withhold street address 

unless you clearly state you wish them published. We tempt to acknowiedge pubfesten of 
letters; to do so we need your address on the individual eter 
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The tall man in the frazzled coat shambled 
almost absent-mindedly into the bank... 
glanced around uncertainly . . . then step- 
ped up to the wooden railing surrounding 
the manager’s cubicle. 


“Can I help...?" the chubby gentleman 
seated at the spacious desk started to in- 
quire, a rigid professional smile creasing 
his waxen features. 


“You're the manager, huh?" the tall 
man mumbled, as if reassuring himself. 
He snuffed, glanced around the bank 
again, then fumbled a paper bag from the 
torn pocket of his sagging coat. 


“This is a robbery,” he announced, in a 
Hat, tired voice. “I got a bomb in this sack, 
mister... unless you hand over all the 
dough you got in the cashier's booth, I'm 
gonna drop this bag on the floor and kill 
all of us!” 


The manager’s eyes bulged like white 
onions on toothpicks as he stared in com- 
plete bewilderment at the tall man and, 
then, at the crumpled bag his visitor held. 
Before he could splutter a protest, the tall 
man was mumbling again. “I need the 
money bad,” he muttered. “If I can't get 
my hands on some mazuma I might just 
as well be dead. That’s why I’m ready to 
kill myself and all of us...” 


The anxiety on the manager's fat face 
vanished. His eyes crinkled as he leaned 
back in his chair. He snorted through his 
nose, slapped his thigh and began to roar 
with delight. The squat bank guard wad- 
dled ир... the spindly old cashier looked 
over from her саре... the line of four de- 
positors turned and stared. 


“That old gag,” the manager gasped, 
between spasms of laughter, “it’s been 
used so often that it’s old even for tele- 
vision! The bomb in the paper bag... 
HAAAAAA!” 


The bank depositors closed in and the 
buzz of conversation was audible above 
the manager's gasping for breath. “Тһе 
bomb-in-the-paper-bag gimmick!” bel- 
lowed a thick-set man. “It’s been used in 
dime novels . . . the movies. . .! “The des- 
perate thief ready to blow himself up!” 
tittered a bird-like lady in clumsy walking 
shoes. 


“Awright, mac,” the squat bank guard 
started to wheeze, as he laboriously slid a 
service revolver from a holster hanging 
around his stomach. “ГІ take that dan- 
gerous paper bag, mister blowhard . . .” 


The tall man’s bloodshot eyes circled 
the group of sneering faces. darted to the 
revolver glinting in the guard’s hand... 
then he dropped the sack to the floor and 
sprinted to the door with incredible speed. 
Before anyone could move. he was gone. 


The uncontrolled laughter was а chorus 
of chuckles, snorts, guffaws, chortles and 
whinnies. The thick-set man had to be 
thumped on the back to keep him from 
choking. When quiet again had been re- 
stored, they all turned and looked disdain- 
fully at the paper bag on the floor. The 
guard stepped forward to pick it up, so 
that hecould hurlit into the trash basket... 


The violent explosion shattered the win- 
dows for two blocks around; so sudden 
was the blast that the occupants of the 
bank were dead before a single cry of pain 
or surprise had been uttered. An estimat- 
ed fifty people in the neighborhood were 
knocked to the pavement by the detona- 
tion of the home-made bomb. 


A tall man in a frazzled coat picked 
himself up from the sidewalk, patted a 
coat pocket to make certain that the sec- 
ond of his two crumpled paper bags was 
unharmed... then shambled off in the 
direction of a bank over on the next 
avenue. 





THE NAME'S MCLEOD. . , BADGE 331074. 
МА PLAIN-CLOTHES COP, THEY 
GOT ME PATROLLING THE TOUGH! 
SECTION ІМ TOWN. IT'S A QUIET 
NIGHT THOUGH, AND I'M NOT COM- 
“СЕРТ THAT THIS ICY 


THE SERGEANT MIGHT AS WELL HAVE 
MADE MY BEAT THE MORGUE, THAT 
DEAD ITIS TONIGHT, THE ONLY SOUND 
18 THE SWISHY-HISS OF TIRES NOW 
AND THEN AS ALONE CAR MOVES 
DOWN THE BLACK, SHINY STREET... 


IT'S SURE LONELY,AND I GET TO 
THINKING ABOUT STACEY'S JOINT AND 
HOW COZY HIS BAR ALWAYS IS AND HOW 
GOOD A SHOT WOULD FEEL WARMING 
МҮ INSIDES. I TURN THE CORNER 
AND HEAD FORIT WHEN I SPOT 


THE LITTLE GUY EDGING DOWN THE 
WET SIDEWALK, 


I TAKE А SQUINT AT HIM АЗ WE 
PASS EACH OTHER UNDER A LAMP- 
POST, HE'S GOT SUNK-IN CHEEKS 
AND A WIDE-EYED LOOK... LIKE 
HE'S SCARED OF SOMETHIN’. 


nn 





THE LITTLE GUY DON'T STOP. HE І YANK MY BADGE. I'M WALKING 
KEEPS ON GOING. I BUZZ НІМ AGAIN. AFTER HIM NOW AND HE'S STARTING 
I KNOW HE HEARS ME...UNLESS HE'S ТО WALK EVEN FASTER . 


I'M A COP,CHUM! TWENTY) 
FIRST PRECINCT 7 
WHAT'S IN THE 846” 


HE REACHES A CORNER AND DODGES 
AROUND. BY THE TIME I GET THERE, 
HE AIN'T IN SIGHT. THERE'S A CAR 
PARKED AT THE CURB AND I FIGURE 
HE'S BEHIND IT 
LISTEN, MISTER. IF YOU 
AIN'T DONE NOTHIN! WRONG... 
REALLY WRONS..YOU'RE 
CRAZY FOR RUNNIN' ILL 
GET YOU SOONER OR 


1н мү TIME ON THE FORCE, I'VE RUN INTO ALL KINDS AND I REMEMBER AN OLD GEEZER NAMED FISCH WHO 
OP GRAD! BIROS...PERVERTS.., MANIACS... HOMICIDAL CARVED UP OLD LADIES. I SEE THIS CREEP JUMPING SOME 
TRENDS. BEGIN PICTURING THIS GUY LURKING IN POOR OLO GAL AND DRAGGING HER INTO THE ALLEY... 
[SOME DARK ALLEY WITH AN EMPTY SACK AND A BIG 

кин. 


AND HACKING HER UP АМО STUFFING HER HEAD 
IN THAT SATCHEL...THAT BLOODY-BOTTOMED SATCHEL.. 2 





HE STARTS CRYING. I FIGURE НЕ 
CAN'T PULL A SHIV ON ME WHILE 
HE'S HUGGING THE BAG, SO I HOL- 
STER MY GUN AND MOVE IN, KEEP ~ 
ING MY LIGHT ON HIM... 


I CAN'T TAKE МО FOR AN 

ANSWER, BUDDY! I'M THE 

STUBBORN TYPE. NOW, 
HAND IT OVER? 


HE WAS A JOHNNY-GOME - 
LATELY? I WORKED A LONG 
TIME FOR THE COMPANY BEFORE 
HE CAME. BUT HE WAS YOUNG... 
AMBITIOUS.,.WE HAD А 6000 
HEAD ON HIS SHOULDERS. HE 
BECAME HEAD BOOKKEEPER... 


THE POOR IDIOT'S MADE А BIG MIS- 
TAKE. THE ALLEY'S BLIND. I GOT 
HIM TRAPPED, I PULL OUT MY .45 
AND MY POCKET FLASH AND START 
PENCILING THE BEAM AROUND... 


GET THIS STRA/GHT, MISTER! 


YOU RUN 7///5 TIME, AND YOU 
GET A SLUG IN YOUR BACK... 


THIS LITTLE CHARACTER IS 
STRONGER THAN НЕ LOOKS. I 
TRY WRENCHING THE BAG AWAY 
BUT HE'S GOT IT IN A DEATH GRIP... 


WAIT! FIRST... 
FIRST LET ME 
TELL YOU WHAT 
IT І5...АМО WHY 
т DID 176 


EVERY DAY HE NEEDLED ME! 
NAGGING... NAGGING. I'D GET 
SICK (NSIDE...AND DIZZY, SOME- 
TIMES... AND I WOULDN'T KNOW 
WHAT I WAS DO/NG. BUT, HE 
WOULON'T LET UPS HE WAS 
SHREWD...CLEVER...SMART 4, 


THE LIGHT Picks HIM UP CRINGING 
IN А CELLAR DOORWAY... WHITE AND 
SHIVERING...GASPING FOR AIR. HE 
WRAPS HIS ARMS AROUND THE SAT- 
CHEL AND HUGS IT TO HIM LIKE A 
LITTLE GIRL WITH A DOLL 


OKAY, MAC! 
LET'S HAVE 


I HATED НІМ! НЕ WAS ALWAYS 
PICKING ON ME. "MR. DOMINICK, 
YOU'RE 7WO MINUTES LATE?" 
“MR. DOMINICK,THESE F/GURES 
ARENT VERY NEAT. MR. DOMINICK, 
YOUR 7/E..YOUR HAIR... YOUR 


APPEARAN: 


50 I BOUGHT AN AXE...HEH, HE! 
AND TONIGHT I WA/TED FOR HIM! 
HE...HE'S WOT SHREWD АМУ – 
MORES HE HASN'T GOT A 6000 
HEAD ON HIS SHOULDERS. 
ANYMORES 





THE LITTLE GUY'S EYES ARE BLAZ- 
ING AND HIS LIPS ARE TWISTED UP 
IN А VICIOUS SNARL AND SALIVA 15 
RUNNING DOWN HIS CHIN, MY STOM- 
ACH CRAWLS AS I LOOK DOWN AT 
THE ROUND-SHAPED SATCHEL... 


CHOKE... YOU 


HE COMES UP WITH HIS KNEE IN 
MY GUT AND WHILE I'M SINKING 
DOWN IN AGONY, HE TAKES OFF 


YEAH SHE 
PASSED US 

А MINUTE 
‘AGO... HEADING 


I HAD TO TAKE IT AWAY 

FROM HIM! YOU CAN SEE / YOU'RE 
THAT, CAN'T YOU? I HAD| CRAZY 
TO CUT OFF HIS 

ROTTEN SNEERING 
SCHEMING HEAD! 


60 SOUTH, SULLIVAN, 
FAST THAT SCREW- 
BALL 15 А HOMICIDAL 
MANIAG. HE JUST HACKED 
THE HEAD OFF SOME GUY 
AND IT'S /W THAT BABY, 


I FEEL Sick JUST LOOKING AT THE 
BAG, CAUSE NOW I KNOW WHAT'S IN 
IT... A HEAD... A COLD, STARING, 
GRIZ ZLY-GREEN HEAD. AND THEN, 
SUDDENLY, THE IDIOT IS KICKING AND 
SCREAMING AND THE FLASHLIGHT IS 
FLYING FROM MY HAND AND SMASHING 
ON THE WET CEMENT... 


SULLIVAN GUNS THE PROWL CAR... 
U-TURNING IT AND TAKING OFF SOUTH 
AT SIXTY, ONLY THERE AIN'T НО 
SIGN OF THE CRAZY KILLER... 





på CLIMB OUT AND WATCH THEM I PULL MY COLLAR AROUND MY 
Е ЕМ PULL AWAY INTO THE MIST... NECK AND START DOWN THE 5НІМ- 
DES N ' l | MERING SIDEWALK ... 
i e || 


LE'ME OUTAT TH 
NEXT CORNER, 
SULLIVAN, I'M 
GOING TO TRY IT 





ÅND THEN I HEAR IT...THE CLICK- 
CLACK OF FEET ECHOING OUT OF 
THE DRIZZLE...QUICK-MOVING FEET... 
MOVING TOWARD ME 


Р Е т GOT YOU... Å 
в. YOU CRAZY Ost! 
1 HI е м 
%. 
ж 


Не SPINS AROUND {I'M NOT TAKIN’ 
ANY CHANCES. I SQUEEZE THE 
TRIGGER, BLASTING HIS FACE AWAY 
IN A RED SMEAR.. 





I STAND OVER HIS TWITCHING 
BODY UNTIL IT DON'T TWITCH ANY- 
т 


THEN І LOOK AT THE CANVAS THE PROWL САН SCREAMS UI 
SATCHEL LYING IN THE PUDDLE, 7 I GOT HIM! I 
Н ! i SHOTS? он, М GOT THE MANIAC, 
қ IT'S YoU, — |SULLIVAN! I HAD 
MCLEOD! TO SHOOT Him! 
WHAT HE TRIED TC 
HAPPENED 2, 


OF COURSE, IT'S HIM! нот M/M, MCLEOD! 
LOOK! THERE'S THE NOT THIS GUY! CAR 2 
BAG! HE'S GOT А HEAD JUST RADIOED IN THAT 
IN THAT BAG? I KNOW (TZ THEY GOT YOUR MANIAC 


д FEW MINUTES AGO. 


T unzip THE SATCHEL. THE ROUND BLACK SPHERE 
MOANS OUT ONTO THE GUTTER... p 
YOU. ..YOU 
BETTER GIVE ME 





RUNDOWN 


You THINK OF YOUR BEAUTIFUL WIFE MARSHA, AND 
THAT NIGHT YOU FOUND OUT FOR CERTAIN. YOU 
REMEMBER HOW SHE CAME HOME WITH HER HAIR 
WILD AND HER LIPSTICK SMEARED AND HER CLOTHES 
WRINKLED АМО RUMPLED. . ` 

IT'S THREE А.М, | NOKIDDIN WELL NOBODY 

MARSHA. » « TOLD YOU TO WAIT UPÍ TURN 
OVER AND GO TO SLEEP 


AS SHE CONFIRMED WHAT YOU'D SUSPECTED FOR 
WEEKS... 


YOU'VE... ¥ WOT JUST ANOTHER MAN, JOE( 
YOU'VE BEEN) THERE'S WO OTHER MAN LIKE H/M/ 
OUT WITH WALLY! HE'S вот EVERYTHING, 
EXCEPT MONEYS BUT WHEN I'M 
WITH HIM, I CAN FORGET THAT 
HE'S JUST A POOR SLOB LIKE 
ша /007 о 





I WAS T/RED OF WORKING, 
JOE! YOU WERE МУ OUTS 
50 I MARRIED You! I 
THOUGHT YOU HAD DOUGH! 
THAT MIGHT VE MADE UP 
FOR YOU BUT YOU HAD 
NOTHING! YOUVE GOT 
NOTHING, JOE! NOTHING! 


I'VE 607 TO GET HER BACK! MONEY! 
THAT'S THE ONLY THING THAT CAN 20 
IT! I'VE GOT TO GET MONEY..FAST! 


You RECALL HOW CONFUSED YOU 
WERE... ONLY SURE THAT YOU COULD 
NEVER STOP LOVING MARSHA.... 
NEVER GIVE HER UP. YOU REMEM= 
BER HOW, THE LAST NIGHT, YOU 
WATCHED FROM THE WINDOW OF 
YOUR DARKENED ROOM ... 


‚+. WATCHED YOUNG HANDSOME 
WALLY BRING MARSHA HOME. 
YOU SAW THEM STAND CLOSE, 
SEARCH FOR EACH OTHERS LIPS, 
THEN TREMBLE IN WHAT 
SEEMED LIKE Å NEVER- ENDING 
EMBRACE... 


اسر 


You THOUGHT ABOUT IT ALL NIGHT AND THIS MORNING, 
AND LIKE A DROWNING MAN CLUTCHING AT 


YOU GRABBED DESPERATELY AT А LONGSHOT: .. 


YOU SAY YOU WANT TO CLOSE 
YOUR ACCOUNT, MR. HARRIS? 


WHOLE FORTY-! 
THREE BUCKSI 





WITH АМ EXPERT FLICK OF THE 
WRIST, THE CROUPIER SPUN THE 
WHEEL, TOSSED IN THE LITTLE 
BALL... AND IN TWENTY SECONDS, 
IT WAS ALL OVER... 


PI TWENTY-ONE. 


You STOOD THERE, STARING BLANK- 
LY, AS YOUR CHIPS...YOUR FORTY- 
THREE DOLLARS...WERE RAKED IN 
AND PUSHED TOWARD ANOTHER 
MAN... Å FLASHY-DRESSED MAN. HE 
WAS ON TWENTY-ONE... BLACK.THE 
CROUPIER RAKED STACKS AND 
STACKS OF CHIPS TOWARD HIM... 


YOUR LUCK IS FJ LOOKS THAT 
WAY, GEORGE f / 


GOOD TONIGHT, 
MR. FARRELL! 


You WATCHED IN JEALOUS FASCINA- 
TION AS, TIME AFTER TIME, THIS 
FARRELL GUY WON... UNTIL... 


IAM SOñAY.LADIES Ү| WELL, I 
AND GENTLEMEN, BUT Y CAN'T SAY 
MR. FARRELL HAS I'M SORRY, 
BROKEN THE BANK 
FOR TONIGHT THE 

WHEEL IS CLOSED! 


So you PRECEEDED НІМ INTO THE DARK STREET, 


IT'S ALWAYS LIKE THAT? THE 
GUYS THAT 20//”7 NEED IT GET 
MORE AND MORE. 


77 WO, THANK YOU, 
CARL. мү GADILLAG 
15 PARKED A/GHT 


HE SHOVES THE KNIFE AWAY AND WHIRLS LIKE А 
WILDCAT. FOR A SPLIT SECOND, YOU PANIC... REACT OUT 
OF REFLEX. YOU PLUNGE THE KNIFE BLADE INTO HIS 
CHEST. НЕ GASPS..SWAYS A LITTLE... 

ыл ~ 


SEARCHED FOR THE CADDY, AND HID IN THE ALLEY... 
WAITING. NOW, YOU GRIP THE KNIFE IN YOUR SWEATY 
HAND AS HE STEPS TO HIS CAR, YOU SLIP UP BEHIND 
НІМ... BRING THE SCALPEL-HONED BLADE TO HIS 
THROAT... 


ALL RIGHT, MISTER... NO NOISE... JUST 
HAND OVER THAT ROLLS 


C'MON, HARRY! YOU'VE HAD 
ENOUGH. IVE GOT TO GET YOU 
HOMES AW, C'MON, HARRY! 





You GLANCE AT THE STAGGERING COUPLE EMERG- 
ING FROM THE CASINO, THEN DRAG THE LIFELESS 
BODY OF YOUR VICTIM TO HIS CAR AND DUMP HIM 


IN THE BACK. THE WOMAN LAUGHS GIDDILY AND 


POINTS YOUR WAY. , . 


LOOKA, HONEY. .. A DRUNKS IF THERE'SH 
ONE THING I CAN'T SHTAN', ISH A DRUNKS 


YOU START DRIVING AIMLESSLY, AND 
NOW, YOU HAVE TIME TO THINK. 
YOU'RE A MURDERER, JOE! YOUR 
HEART SLAMS AGAINST YOUR CHEST, 
YOUR FOOT CHATTERS ON THE GAS 


You AWOW NO JURY WILL SWALLOW 
THAT ONE, JOE! YOU KEEP DRIVING. 
YOU DRIVE OUT TO THE COUNTRY... 
TO A LONELY ROAD. YOU STOP AND 


— 


GET Ой 
PEDAL, AND A COLD RIVULET ОҒ F 


SWEAT TRICKLES DOWN YOUR SPINE.. 
I DIDN'T WEAN TO KILL HIM! 
I ONLY WANTED TO ROB HIS 
ROLL/ HE MADE Me! IT Å 
WAS LIKE... .LIKE SELF 
mw DEFENSE... z 


YOU'RE AN AMATEUR AT THIS MURDER BUSINESS, JOE, 
YOU GET SCARED. YOU SLAM BACK INTO THE CAR AND 
DRIVE AWAY, PRAYING THEY DIDN'T GET A GOOD LOOK 
AT YOU. WHEN YOU REACH THE CITY'S OUTSKIRTS, YOU 
SPOT А DARK ALLEY ОМ А DESERTED STREET. YOU STOP 
THE CAR AND GET OUT. 


1 17 
TIVE GOT TO GET 7/2 OF THIS 
GUY. DUMP HIM SOMEWHERE... 


ae 


YOU'RE SUDDENLY BATHED IN 
LIGHT. THE HEADLIGHTS OF 
ANOTHER CAR HAVE FLASHED ON. 
TWO LOVERS, THEIR PRIVACY INTRUDED 


UPON, PREPARE TO DEPART FOR A 


MORE DESERTED RENDEZVOUS SPOT... 


IMF 
Vi 





THEY POUR FROM THE DOORWAYS INTO THE ALLEY, JOE. 
PEOPLE... HUNDREDS OF THEM. IT'S A MOVIE 
THEATER! THE LATE SHOW 15 OVER! WITH A 


STRENGTH BORN OF FRENZY YOU PUSH YOUR GORY 
LOAD BACK INTO 


OF ALL THE 
DIRTY Өте! 
ROTTEN LUCKY 


You FIND А DARK DESERTED QUIET STREET. You 
PULL UP TO THE CURB OPPOSITE ASEWER. YOU GET 


OUT, LIFT OPEN THE SEWER-COVER, AND DRAG THE 
BLOODY FORM FROM THE CAR... 


You ZOOM AWAY, CURSING, HOPING AGAIN THAT YOU WERENT 
SEEN. 


I'VE 607 то HIM SOMEWHERE/ I'VE GOT TO 
GET HOME AND FIX UR AN ALIBI WITH MARSHA. 


THEN YOU PUSH THE STIFFENING CORPSE DOWN INTO 
THE STINKING BLACK HOLE. 


Now, wit THE HEAVY IRON LID 
BACK IN PLACE, YOU BREATHE EASILY 
FOR THE FIRST TIME IN AN HOUR. 
YOU GLANCE DOWN THE STREET... 
AND YOUR HEART STOPS I POLICE 
MEN. А PAIR OF THEM... COMING 
YOUR WAY?. 


Witt QUAKING KNEES, YOU BEGIN 
TO WALK,GLANCING BACK FURTIVELY 
AT THE OFFICERS APPROACHING 
THE SEWER. YOU SEE ONE OF 
THEM STOP AND POINT. 


You SEE THEM STEP TO THE SEWER... 
SEE ONE OF THEM BEND DOWN, THEN 
LOOK UP AT YOU... RIGHT AT YOU, 
JOE HE CALLS OUT... 


HEY, MISTER! 





RUN; 30E! THAT'S IT! RUNS 
THEY KNOWS THEY'RE AFTER 
YOU... 
I CAN'T LET 'EM GET ME WOW...) 
NOT WHEN I GOT EVERYTHING I d 
WANT... ALL THE DOUGH гы. || 


YOU'VE GOT ONE HUNDRED GRAND AND YOU LIE IN THE 
GUTTER, JOE ...A GROTESQUE TWISTED HULK, BATTERED 
BY AN OLD HEAP OF A CAR. /ROWY? LOOK AT THE 
DRIVER'S FACE! YES, JOE! IT'S WALLY..YOURWIFES 
LOVER? HE'S SMILING DOWN AT YOU AS AN EFFICIENT 
COP'S HANDS FLY THROUGH YOUR POCKETS... 
HEY, LOOK AT THIS W т. T'S... OH, MY GOD... 
WAD OF LETTUCE? Д IT'S MY HUSBANDS, 


THE COPS POUND UP.. 
7 


YOU'RE ALMOST HOME; JOE! RUN, 
JOE! CROSS THE STREET? SOON YOU'LL: 
LOOK OUT, JOE! THAT CARS 

2 2 == 


IF YOU COULD ONLY BLACK OUT! BUT YOU CAN'T. 
YOU CAN'T ESCAPE THE HELLISH AGONY. YOU SEE 
THE CAR BACK OFF...SEE THE DRIVER GET OUT... 


Ү I CAN'T FIGURE WHY THE 
MISTER! WE SAW | SCREWBALL RAN LIKE THAT. 
IT HAPPE WE WERE JUST TRYING TO 


WASN'T YOUR RETURN THIS EMPTY 
WALLET HE DROPPED BY THAT 


DON'T WORRY, 


YOUR HUSBAND, EH, LADY? WELL, Y O › 
ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS /DENTIFY OFFICER! {| 
YOURSELF AND YOU CAN PICK UP = 


THIS BANKROLL AT HEADQUARTERS. 





